
The troublejome h \gjgne>' 

Itvotr to whom restraint is newly knowne. 

The ioy of walking is final] benefit, 

Yet will I take thy offer with fmall thankes, 

1 would not loofe the pleafure of the eye. 

But tell me curteous Keeper if thou can. 

How long the King will haue me tarry here. 

Hubert 1 know not Prince but as I geffe.not long, 

God fend you freedorne,and g od fine the King. 

They ijfu'e forth. 

Arthur, Why how now firs , what may this outrage 
mcane ? 

Ohelpeme Hubert , gentle Keeper helpe: 

God fend this fudden mutinous approach 
Tend not to reaue a wretched guiltles life. 

Hub. So firs, departed leauethe reft for me. 
zArth, Then Arthur yeeld, death frownethinthy face, 
What meaneth this good Hubert pleade the cafe. 

Hub. Patience young Lord.and liften words of woe, 
Harmefull and har(h,hels horror to be heard: 

A difmall tale fit for a furies tongue. 

1 faint to tell.deepe forrow is the found. 

Arth. What muff I die ? 

Hub. No newes of death, but tidings of more hate, 

A wrathful] doome,and moft vnluckie fate : 

Deaths di(h were dainrie at fo fell a feaft, 

Be deafe,hearc not, it’s hell to tell the reft. 

Arth. Alas, thou wrongft my youth with words.offeaic, 
Tis hell, tis horror, not for one toheare : 

What is it man if it muft needesbe.done. 

Aft it and end it, that the paine were gone. 

Hub. I will not chaunt fuch dolour with my tongue, 
Yet muft I aft the outrage with my hand. 

My'hea; t,my head,andall my powers.befide, . 

To aide theoffice haue at once deni’d. 

Perufe this letter, lines oftrebble woe, 

Rpade ore my charge,and pardon when you know. 


r 


of Ifngfobn. 

. t yf e are to command thee, as thou teudrefi our quiet 
■Hm de J and the efbate of our per/on, that prefentlj vpon the 
reeqt of our command , thou put out the eyes of Arthur 
Tlantaginet. 

Arthur. Ah fnonftrous damned man: his very breath 
infcftS the elements. _ 

rontaeious venome dwellcth in his heart, 

Pffe&ine mean.es to poyfonall the world. 

Vnreuerenr may I be to blame theheauens 
Ofgreat itiiuftice that the mifcreant 
Liues to oppreffe the Innocents with wrong. 

Ah Hubert: makes hee thee his infti ument, 

To found the trump that caufetli hell triumph? 
Hcauenweepes.the Saints do died ccleftiall teares. 

They feare thy fall and cite thee with remotfe, 

They knockc thy confcience mouing pitiethere. 

Willing t0 fence thee fromthe rage of hell: 
HellH«W,truftme all the plagues of hell 
Hangs on performance of this damned deed. 

Thisfeale, the warrant of the bodies blifie, 

Enfureth Satan diieftane of thy foule: 

Subfcribe not Hubert, giue not Gods part away. _ 

Ifpeake not only for eyes priuiledge. 

The chiefe exterior that I would enioy: 

But for thy perill, farre beyond my paine, 

Thy (weet foules lofle,more then mine eyes vaine la eke: 

A cafe internal! and exfernall too. 

Aduife thee Hubert for the cafe is hard, 

To loofe faluation for a Kings reward. 

Hubert. My Lord,a fubieft d welling in the land 
Is tied to execute the Kings command. ("further, 

Arthur Yet God commands, whofe power reacheth 
That no command (hould ftand in force to murther. 

Hubert. But that fame e (fence hath ordaind a law, 

A death for guilt, to keeps the world in awe. 

Arthur, I pleade, not guilty, treafonlelfe and free. . 

F 2 Hubert 





